happy, contented indolence; of quiet consciousness of
work well done, of holidays in the country, at the seaside
or abroad (we hardly ever stayed in other people's houses,
much preferring our own independence). For her an orgy
of being read aloud to by me. This reading aloud was in
any case a constant feature of all times, one of our chief
pleasures and her chief relaxation. But when she was
engaged upon her own work she barred the reading of
good English novels, lest they might affect her own style,
and our programme was restricted to biographies, history
and memoirs, French books of any description and de-
tective fiction, in which she frankly revelled. I would read
to her endlessly and many times I thanked God that my
voice had once been trained and never seemed to fail me.
I would read by day and often by night in an effort to
exorcize her constitutional sleeplessness. When we went
away together to an hotel the first things to be unpacked
were at least a dozen books of every description. I would
have borrowed or bought them on various recommenda-
tions and have glanced through them provisionally or have
read them myself.
My star-turn was when we lay on twin beds at the
Osborne Hotel in Paris while I read her for eight hours on
end Stephen Vincent Benet's John Brown's Body. On that
occasion even my voice went on strike!
But these periods of enjoyment had their inevitable
sequel. One day she would awake with a faint feeling of
anxiety and presently that anxiety would find expression
in an apparently casual remark to the effect that it was now
some time since she had finished her last book. Even while
I made an equally casual reply, reminding her of how des-
perately hard she had worked and of the exhaustion from
which she had afterwards suffered, I knew that the halcyon
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